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Two,  Four,  Six 

One  morning  David  jumped 
out  of  bed. 

He  ran  to  the  window 
to  see  if  the  sun  was  shining. 

There  was  the  sun, 
shining  right  down  at  David. 

“Oh,  what  a  good  day  to  play 
he  thought. 


Then  David  looked  for  his  shoes. 
As  soon  as  he  saw  them, 
he  started  to  count, 

“Two,  four,  six!  I  have  six  shoes.” 

David  looked  at  his  best  shoes. 
They  were  new  and  shining. 

“This  is  not  Sunday,”  he  thought. 
“I  am  not  going  to  church. 

I  will  not  put  on  my  best  shoes.” 


f 

Then'  David  looked 

» 

I  at  his  everyday  shoes. 

[ 

^  His  everyday  shoes  were  brown. 

I 

David  had  walked  in  them 
!  for  a  long,  long  time. 

I 

“I  am  not  going  down  town. 

I  am  not  going  to  the  store 
for  Mother,”  thought  David. 

,  “I  will  not  put  on 

my  everyday  shoes.” 


David  looked  at  his  old  shoes. 


They  were  so  old 

that  they  had  holes  in  them. 

But  he  did  not  care.  Oh  my,  no! 
He  liked  them  best  of  all. 


‘‘They  are  just  the  shoes 
to  run  and  jump  in,”  thought  David. 
And  he  put  on  his  old,  old  shoes. 
He  had  so  much  fun  that  morning! 
He  played  with  his  pal,  Bill. 

They  played  and  played 
until,  all  at  once, 

David  heard  Mother  call. 


^  t. 
•  > 


Cakes  for  Mrs.  Lee 


“David,”  said  Mother,  “will  you  go 
to  Mrs.  Lee’s  house  this  morning? 

I  have  made  some  little  cakes, 
and  I  want  her  to  have  some. 

Do  not  stop  to  put  on 
your  everyday  shoes. 

Your  old  shoes  are  good  enough.” 

f 

“All  right.  Mother,”  said  David. 

1 1 


David  started  down  the  road 
with  the  cakes  in  a  basket. 

He  had  not  walked  far 

when  he  came  to  a  puddle  of  water. 

“What  a  lovely  big  puddle 
to  splash  in!”  he  thought. 

“Maybe  there  is  a  green  frog 
in  this  lovely  big  puddle.” 

Before  David  knew 
what  had  happened, 
his  old  shoes  had  walked 


Round  and  round  the  puddle 
ran  David  in  his  old  play  shoes. 

He  did  not  find  the  green  frog, 
but  he  did  find  mud. 

Mud  and  water  went  splash 
all  over  David. 

Mud  and  water  went  splash 
all  over  the  basket. 

Then,  all  at  once,  David  stopped. 
He  looked  at  himself, 
and  he  looked  at  the  basket. 


“Oh  dear!  Oh  dear!”  cried  David, 


as  he  walked  out  of  the  puddle. 
“Look  at  me!  Just  look  at  me! 

I  can  never  take  this  basket 
to  Mrs.  Lee’s  house. 

I  can  never  take  this  basket  home. 
What  will  Mother  say?” 

Then  David  sat  down. 

He  did  not  know  what  to  do. 

So  he  started  to  count 
the  cakes  in  the  basket. 


“Six  cakes!”  thought  David. 

“Mrs.  Lee  could  never  eat  six  cakes! 
She  could  not  be  that  hungry!” 

David  was  very  hungry  himself. 
He  would  help  Mrs.  Lee  out. 

He  would  eat  one  cake  himself. 

Oh,  how  good  that  cake  was! 
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Then  once  more  David  thought 
of  the  mud. 

He  did  not  want  to  go  home. 

But  he  could  not  stay  here  all  day. 
He  must  go  home  for  another  basket. 

“Oh  dear!  Oh  dear!”  he  said, 
as  he  started  out. 

“Mud  all  over  everything! 

Why,  oh  why,  did  I  eat  that  cake!” 


Once  more  David  was  at  home. 
As  soon  as  he  came  to  the  door, 
Mother  saw  the  mud. 

My,  but  she  was  cross! 

“David!  David!”  she  cried. 
“Where  have  you  been? 

Just  look  at  that  mud! 

Take  your  shoes  off  right  out  there! 
Then  come  in  and  get  that  mud  off! 
Dear!  Dear!  What  a  boy!” 
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Soon  Mother  had  some  warm  water 
ready  for  David. 

And  then  how  David  had  to  work! 

There  was  mud  all  over  his  face. 
There  was  mud  all  over 
his  arms  and  legs. 

Mother  would  not  help  at  all. 

All  she  did  was  to  look  on  and  say, 

‘‘I  see  some  more  mud! 

Get  to  work,  David,  get  to  work!” 


When  David  jumped 
out  of  the  water, 
he  went  to  find  some  shoes. 

There  were  his  everyday  shoes. . 
There  were  his  best  shoes. 

He  put  on  his  everyday  shoes. 
Then  he  looked  up. 

There  was  Mother  in  the  door 
looking  at  him. 
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“David,”  said  Mother,  “you  ate 


one  of  Mrs.  Lee’s  cakes.” 

Mother  was  still  very  cross. 

“I  ate  just  a  little  one,” 
said  David.  “I  was  very  hungry.” 

“I  made  a  big  cake  just  for  you,” 
said  Mother. 

“But  now  you  have  had  your  cake.” 

Then  Mother  put  Mrs.  Lee’s  cakes 
into  another  basket. 

David’s  cake  went  in,  too. 

“Now  take  this  basket  to  Mrs.  Lee, 
and  stay  out  of  tha+  miririiQ  ” 


said  Mother. 

And  David  did. 


A  Pie  for  Mrs.  Long  / 

One  morning  not  long  after  this, 
Mother  asked  David  to  go  to  the  store. 
So  he  put  on  his  everyday  shoes. 

All  the  way  home  from  the  store, 
David  whistled. 

When  he  walked  into  the  house, 
he  whistled  some  more. 

Mother  was  by  the  table. 

On  the  table  was  a  big  apple  pie. 

“Oh,  oh!  What  a  beautiful  pie!” 
cried  David. 

“It  is  for  Mrs.  Long,”  said  Mother. 
“I  was  just  going  to  take  it  to  her.” 
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“I  can  take  it!  Really  I  can! 
Please,  Mother,  please!”  cried  David. 
He  always  liked  to  go 
to  Mrs.  Long’s  house. 

There  was  a  funny  little  smile 
on  Mother’s  face. 

“Maybe  you  could  take  it,  David,” 
she  said,  “but  what  would  you  do 
if  you  came  to  a  mud  puddle?” 

“Walk  right  by  it,”  said  David. 
“That  is  what  I  would  do.” 

Then  Mother  laughed, 
and  David  laughed,  too. 
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Before  long  the  pie  was  in  a  box, 
and  David  was  ready  to  go. 

“Take  your  time,”  said  Mother. 
It  was  a  lovely  autumn  day. 
David’s  everyday  shoes  took  him 
down  the  road  by  the  woods. 
There  were  beautiful  red  leaves 
all  over  the  ground. 


Before  David  knew 
what  had  happened, 
his  everyday  shoes  had  walked 
right  into  the  red  leaves. 

Then  all  at  once  David  started 
to  run  and  jump  in  the  leaves. 

He  started,  and  then  he  stopped. 
“Oh,  oh!  The  pie!”  cried  David. 
He  looked  in  the  box. 

The  pie  was  still  all  right. 

“My,  that  is  a  good  thing  for  me, 
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“I  can  play  in  the  leaves,” 
said  David  to  himself. 

“Mother  said  to  take  my  time. 

But  I  must  take  care  of  this  pie.” 

He  put  the  pie  near  a  big  tree 
that  grew  by  the  road. 

“Now  stay  there,”  he  said, 
as  he  ran  back  to  play. 

What  a  good  time  he  had! 

But  all  at  once  something  happened. 
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David  gave  a  big  jump 
right  down  into  the  red  leaves. 

He  gave  a  big  jump,  and  one  shoe 
caught  fast  in  the  root  of  a  tree. 

He  gave  one  pull  and  then  another. 
He  could  not  get  his  shoe 
away  from  the  root  of  the  tree. 

“Oh  dear!  Oh  dear!”  he  cried. 
“Now  what  will  Mother  say? 

I  must  get  this  pie 
to  Mrs.  Long’s  house.” 

He  gave  another  pull  and  another. 
His  shoe  was  still  caught  fast. 
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“Well,  there  is  just  one  thing 
to  do  about  this,”  said  David. 

“I  will  take  my  foot  out  of  the  shoe 
and  leave  the  shoe  behind  me.” 


And  that  is  what  he  did. 

But  he  could  not  walk  very  well 
»  with  one  shoe  off  and  one  shoe  on. 


“Hello,  David,”  said  Mrs.  Long, 
when  David  came  to  the  back  door. 
“My,  but  you  made  me  jump. 

I  did  not  hear  you  coming.” 

“Well,  here  I  am,”  said  David. 
“And  here  is  a  beautiful  pie. 

Mother  made  it  just  for  you.” 

“A  pie?  For  me?”  said  Mrs.  Long. 
“How  good  your  mother  was 
to  make  it  for  me! 

And  how  good  you  were,  David, 
to  bring  it  to  me! 

Someday  I  will  do  something  for  you.” 
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“Will  you  do  something  for  me?” 


cried  David.  “Will  you  really? 
Maybe  you  could  do  it  today.” 

“I  will  if  I  can,”  said  Mrs.  Long. 
David  looked  down. 

Mrs.  Long  looked  down,  too. 
“Why,  David,”  she  said, 

“where  in  the  world  are  your  shoes? 
Something  has  happened. 

I  want  to  hear  about  it.” 


When  Mrs.  Long  heard 
what  had  happened,  she  said, 

“Why  yes,  David,  I  could  help  you. 
But  you  can  get  that  shoe  away 
from  the  root  of  the  tree. 

Your  foot  is  out  of  the  shoe  now. 
Turn  the  shoe  a  little  and  pull, 
and  it  will  come  right  away 
frc 


He  wanted  to  find  out  right  away. 

But  when  Mrs.  Long  said, 

“I  have  something  for  you,” 
he  had  to  stay  to  see 
what  the  something  was. 

Then  Mrs.  Long  gave  David 
a  big  bundle. 

“The  things  inside  are  too  little 
for  my  boy,  Bobby,”  she  said. 

“But  they  are  big  enough  for  you.” 
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“Is  this  bundle  all  for  me?” 
cried  David.  “Thank  you,  Mrs.  Long. 
What  is  in  it?  What  is  in  it?” 

“Open  it  when  you  get  home,” 
said  Mrs.  Long  with  a  smile. 

Down  the  road  ran  David, 
and  soon  he  was  in  the  woods. 

Now  where  was  that  tree? 

Here?  There?  Oh,  there  it  was! 
And  there  were  his  everyday  shoes! 

A  little  turn !  A  little  pull ! 

Away  came  the  shoe 
from  the  root  of  the  tree. 
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One  shoe  on!  The  other  shoe  on! 
And  David  started  for  home, 
faster,  faster,  faster,  faster, 
with  the  bundle  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  happy-looking  David 
who  ran  in  at  the  back  door. 

It  was  a  happy-looking  David 
who  called  to  Mother, 


What  Was  in  It? 

What  was  in  the  bundle? 

Shoes!  One,  two,  three,  four  shoes. 
How  Mother  and  David  laughed 
when  they  saw  them! 

Two  shoes  were  old, 
just  like  David’s  play  shoes. 

Two  shoes  were  brown, 

just  like  David’s  everyday  shoes. 


“Shoes,  shoes,  and  more  shoes,” 
said  David,  as  he  started  to  take  olf 
his  everyday  shoes. 
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When  the  first  shoe  was  off, 
Mother  looked  at  David’s  foot. 


“Why,  David,”  said  Mother, 

“what  in  the  world  has  happened?” 

Then  she  had  to  hear 
about  the  red  leaves 
and  the  root  of  the  tree. 

But  Mother  was  not  cross  at  all. 

“Some  warm  water  will  do  no  harm,” 
she  said.  “Come  on,  David. 


When  David  put  on 
his  new  play  shoes, 
they  were  not  too  little, 
and  they  were  not  too  big. 

They  were  just  right. 

When  he  put  on 
his  new  brown  shoes, 
they  were  just  right,  too. 

And  do  you  know  what  he  did? 
He  put  all  his  shoes  together. 
Next  he  started  to  count. 

“Two,  four,  six,  eight,  ten!” 
said  David. 
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Now  I  have  ten  shoes. 


The  Birthday  Surprise 


It  was  very  early  in  the  morning. 
Everyone  was  in  bed  but  the  birds. 
Then  the  sun  came  up, 
and  the  rooster  called, 

“  Cock-a-doodle-doo !  ” 


David  jumped  out  of  bed. 

He  could  not  stay  in  bed. 

He  could  not  sleep  any  more. 
Why,  today  was  his  birthday! 
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“Mother!  Father!”  called  David,  j 
“My  birthday  is  here!” 

“Happy  birthday!”  said  Mother. 
David  gave  Mother  a  big  hug. 

“Happy  birthday!”  said  Father. 
David  gave  Father  a  big  hug. 

“Have  I  a  surprise?”  asked  David. 
Father  smiled  a  big  smile. 

“Yes,  put  on  your  everyday  shoes 


and  eat  your  breals 


Then  find  the  surp 
When  breakfast  ’ 
Mother  said, 

“The  surprise  is  in 


Out  of  the  door  flew  David. 


There  was  the  surprise — 
a  beautiful,  big,  red  wagon. 

David  was  delighted. 

First  he  looked  the  wagon  all  over. 
Then  he  sat  down  in  it. 

“This  is  the  best  wagon!”  he  said. 
“Just  what  I  wanted  for  coasting! 

It  is  big  enough  to  carry  things,  too. 
I  can  carry  eight,  or  ten, 
or  maybe  twenty  things  in  it.” 


When  Father  went  to  work, 
David  was  still  in  the  garden. 
Before  long  he  wanted 
to  ride  down  the  street. 

He  wanted  everyone  to  see  him. 
He  wanted  everyone  to  see 
his  new  red  wagon. 


“All  right,  David,”  said  Mother. 
“You  may  go.  Have  a  good  ride.” 


Away  went  David! 

One  foot  in!  One  foot  out 
to  make  the  wagon  go! 

Faster,  faster,  faster,  faster! 

If  he  whistled, 

people  would  get  out  of  his  way. 
If  he  whistled, 
he  could  go  faster. 

So  he  whistled. 

My,  but  this  was  fun! 


David,  the  Moving  Man 


All  the  people  looked  at  David. 
Everyone  looked  at  his  new  wagon. 

Mrs.  North  was  looking 
over  her  garden  gate. 

“What  a  lovely  new  wagon!” 
she  called,  and  David  stopped. 

“It  is  a  good  wagon 
for  coasting,”  he  said. 

“I  am  looking  for  a  hill. 

I  can  carry  things  in  my  wagon,  too. 
It  is  just  as  good  as  a  moving  truck.” 
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“Well  then,”  said  Mrs.  North, 
“maybe  you  can  help  me  out. 

I  have  a  chair  with  a  broken  leg. 
Maybe  you  can  ceurry  that  chair 
to  Mr.  Brown’s  house. 

He  will  mend  it  for  me.” 

Yes,  David  would  take  the  chair. 
As  he  walked  down  the  street, 
he  saw  some  mud  on  the  walk 
in  front  of  him. 

But  his  new  wagon  did  not  get 
in  the  mud.  Oh  my,  no! 


Just  as  David  got  to  Bill’s  house, 
out  ran  Bill. 

“Oh!  What  a  wagon!”  cried  Bill. 
“Where  did  you  get  it?” 

“My  birthday  wagon!”  said  David. 
“I  have  to  go  away  with  Mother,” 
cried  Bill,  as  cross  as  cross  could  be. 
“But  I  can  go  coasting  tomorrow.” 

“All  right!  See  you  tomorrow!” 
said  David,  and  he  walked  on. 
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David  came  to  Mr.  Brown’s  house. 
There  was  Mr.  Brown  in  the  door. 

“Are  you  a  chair  mender?” 
called  David. 

“Yes,  I  am,”  laughed  Mr.  Brown. 
“And  what  are  you?  A  moving  man? 
Where  did  you  get  that  new  wagon?” 

“My  birthday  wagon!”  said  David. 
“It  is  as  good  as  a  moving  truck.” 
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“Then  maybe  you  can  help  me  out, 


said  Mr.  Brown. 

“If  your  wagon  can  carry  a  chair, 
it  can  carry  a  basket  of  apples. 

I  have  a  basket  of  apples 
that  must  go  to  Mrs.  Pool. 

You  know  where  her  house  is. 

If  you  take  the  apples, 

I  can  go  out  in  my  boat  and  fish. 

I  £im  a  pretty  good  fisherman,  David. 
One  day  I  caught  twelve  fish.” 

“Did  you?”  said  David. 

“All  right!  I  will  take  the  apples!” 


So  out  came  the  chair, 
in  went  the  apples, 
and  soon  David  was  on  his  way. 


“My,  my!  What  a  good  wagon!” 
said  Mrs.  Pool, 
when  she  saw  him  coming. 

“Yes,  it  is  as  good 
as  a  moving  truck,”  said  David. 
“Today  I  have  been  moving  a  chair 
and  a  basket  of  apples.” 
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“Then  maybe  you  can  help  me  out,” 
said  Mrs.  Pool. 

“My  little  girl,  Martha,  wants 
to  go  to  her  grandmother’s  house. 
But  I  have  pies  to  make  this  morning,, 
and  I  have  no  time  to  take  her. 
Grandmother’s  house  is  the  white  one 
on  the  top  of  that  long  hill. 

Martha  is  too  little  to  go  alone. 

But  she  could  ride  in  your  wagon.” 
“I  will  take  her,”  said  David. 
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So  out  came  the  apples, 
and  in  went  Martha. 

How  she  laughed,  and  how  she  liked 
the  ride  up  the  long,  long  hill 
to  Grandmother’s  house! 

Grandmother  was  at  the  gate. 

“Thank  you,  David,  thank  you,” 
she  said,  as  she  picked  up  Martha 


Hills  and  More  Hills 

Now  here  was  David. 

Not  one  thing  in  his  wagon, 
and  right  in  front  of  him 
a  big,  long  hill! 

“Now  for  some  fun!”  he  cried. 
Hop!  He  was  in  the  wagon. 

One  foot  in!  The  other  foot  in! 
And  off  down  the  hill  went  David! 
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Faster,  faster,  faster,  faster. 


right  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill! 

“My,  that  was  fun!”  cried  David, 
when  the  wagon  stopped. 

He  was  just  going  up  the  hill  again 
when  he  saw  something. 

Not  far  away  was  another  hill 
going  down,  down,  down. 
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“Here  I  go,”  cried  David, 
as  he  ran  to  the  next  hill. 

Before  you  could  count  ten, 
he  was  off  down  the  hill. 

Before  you  could  count  twenty, 
he  was  at  the  bottom. 

Then  do  you  know  what  happened? 
He  saw  another  hill,  and  another. 
He  saw  hills,  but  he  did  not  look 
to  see  where  the  hills 
were  taking  him. 

He  could  not  take  time  for  that. 
Coasting  was  too  much  fun. 


of  the  best  hill  of  all, 
he  thought  of  something. 


Why,  this  was  his  birthday! 

Mother  would  make  a  birthday  cake. 
Maybe  there  would  be  ice  cream. 
Maybe  there  would  be  a  party. 

He  must  go  home. 

He  must  go  home  as  fast  as  he  could. 
So  he  started. 

He  started,  and  then  he  stopped. 
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Home?  Where  was  home? 

David  did  not  know. 

He  had  been  on  so  many  hills 

and  on  so  many  roads 

that  he  did  not  know  where  he  was. 

Why,  there  right  in  front  of  him 
was  a  farm. 

He  was  not  in  the  town. 

He  was  in  the  country! 


55 


Now  what  was  David  to  do? 


He  sat  down  in  his  wagon 
to  do  some  thinking. 

He  saw  a  barnyard 
with  a  cow  and  a  pig  in  it. 

They  could  not  help  him. 

Ducks  and  geese  swam  about 
in  a  pool  of  water  not  far  away. 
They  could  not  help  him. 

He  saw  a  rabbit  run  into  a  hole 
near  the  root  of  a  tree. 

The  rabbit  could  not  help  him. 
How  could  David  get  home? 


A  boy  came  down  the  road. 

He  had  a  can  with  some  tadpoles  in  it. 
He  stopped  to  show  them  to  David. 
But  he  could  not  show 
David  the  way  home. 

Just  then  David  heard  a  voice. 
“Where  are  you  going 
in  that  lovely  big  wagon?” 

He  looked  behind  him. 

There  was  a  lady  looking  at  him. 

“She  must  be  the  farmer’s  wife,” 
thought  David. 


'Md 

I  do  not  know  where  I  am  going,” 
said  David. 


I  do  not  know  where  I  am. 


And  it  is  my  birthday, 
and  I  want  to  go  home. 

Do  you  know  where  Spring  Road  is?” 
“No,”  said  the  farmer’s  wife. 

But  do  you  see  that  man  at  work 
at  the  foot  of  the  hill? 


Maybe  he  can  help  you. 

He  rides  to  town  every  day.” 


58 


“Oh,  thank  you!  Thank  you!” 
cried  David. 

Once  more  he  went  coasting 
down  a  hill. 

But  this  time  he  was  thinking 
about  ice  cream  and  birthday  cake. 
He  did  not  look  to  see 
where  he  was  going. 

Down,  down  the  hill  he  went 
and  bump — right  into  a  big  tree! 


Out  flew  David  head  first. 


The  farmer  heard  the  bump 
and  ran  to  see  what  had  happened. 


“Well,  well!  That  was  a  big  bump!” 
he  said,  as  he  picked  David  up. 

“Are  you  all  right?” 

David’s  head  was  all  right. 

His  arms  and  legs  were  all  right. 

Yes,  he  was  all  right  all  over. 

The  wagon  was  all  right,  too. 

David  was  very  happy  about  that. 
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“Where  were  you  going  so  fast?” 
asked  the  farmer. 

“I  wanted  to  find  out  something,” 
said  David. 

“Do  you  know  where  Spring  Road  is? 

Today  is  my  birthday, 

and  I  can  not  find  my  way  home.” 

“Spring  Road?”  said  the  farmer. 
“Why  yes,  I  know. 

I  am  going  there  this  morning. 

I  have  some  eggs  for  Mrs.  Gates.” 


“Mrs.  Gates!  Mrs.  Gates!” 
cried  David  laughing. 

“Why,  Mrs.  Gates  is  my  mother.” 

Then  the  farmer  and  David 
laughed  and  laughed. 

How  could  they  help  laughing 
at  a  surprise  like  that? 

“I  will  take  you  home,” 
said  the  farmer. 

“Your  wagon  can  go  in  my  truck. 
You  can  ride  on  the  seat  with  me.” 


It  was  fun  going  home  in  a  truck. 
All  the  way  into  town 
Farmer  Mac  talked  about  hills. 
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“Wagons  are  all  right,”  he  said, 
“but  sleds  are  the  thing. 

You  must  see  that  hill  in  winter 
when  everything  is  white  with  snow. 
That  is  the  time  for  coasting.” 

“Maybe  you  are  right,”  said  David. 
“I  will  come  out  next  winter  to  see.” 


It  was  a  good  thing  that 
David  came  home  when  he  did. 

Mother  had  just  started  to  look  for  him. 

The  birthday  cake  was  all  ready. 
There  it  was  on  the  table, 
a  lovely,  big,  white  cake 
with  six  red  candles. 

“Oh,  what  a  beautiful  cake!” 
cried  David,  as  soon  as  he  saw  it. 


“Farmer  Mac  must  be  the  first  one 
to  have  some  cake,”  said  Mother. 

“Yes,”  said  David.  “He  likes  cake. 
Maybe  he  likes  ice  cream,  too. 

Do  you.  Farmer  Mac?” 

Farmer  Mac  liked  ice  cream, 
and  Mother  must  have  had  some, 
because  soon  they  were  all 
at  the  table. 

They  all  had  ice  cream  and  cake, 
and  my,  but  it  was  good! 
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Soon  Farmer  Mac  got  into  his  truck. 
“Good-by!  Good-by!”  called  David. 
“See  you  next  winter!” 

Then  David  went  for  another  ride 
in  his  new  red  wagon. 

“I  will  stay  away  from  hills 
this  time,”  he  called  to  Mother. 

One  foot  in!  One  foot  out! 

Away  he  went! 

“Cake,  ice  cream,  and  my  wagon!” 
he  sang,  as  his  wagon  rolled 
down  the  street. 

“Cake,  ice  cream,  and  my  wagon! 
My,  but  birthdays  are  fun!” 
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Three  in  a  Pocket 


David  sat  in  the  window  seat 
of  the  big  front  window 
with  his  bank  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  funny-looking  bank. 

It  looked  like  a  big  green  parrot. 

All  David’s  money  went 
into  that  bank. 

All  his  pennies  went  down  the  hole 
in  the  top  of  the  parrot’s  head. 
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This  morning  David  had 
three  more  pennies  for  Mrs.  Parrot. 
He  put  the  first  penny  in  the  hole. 
It  would  not  go  down. 

He  put  the  next  penny  in  the  hole. 
That  penny  would  not  go  down. 
When  he  came  to  the  next  penny, 
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“Good!  Good!  Good!”  cried  David. 


“There  are  too  many  pennies 
in  my  bank  now. 

Not  another  penny  will  go  in. 
Three  pennies  to  spend! 

Three  pennies  to  spend!” 

Then  he  ran  to  find  Mother. 


“Oh,  Mother,”  cried  David. 
“Not  one  more  penny  will  go 
into  my  bank. 


And  I  want  to  do  something. 
I  want  to  get  something 
that  I  have  never  had  before. 
Please,  Mother,  please!” 
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“Well  now,  that  would  be  fun,” 
said  Mother  with  a  big  smile. 

“All  right,  David. 

Put  your  pennies  in  your  pocket, 
and  go  as  far  as  Miss  Betsy’s  store. 
Look  out  when  you  cross  the  street, 
and  get  the  best  for  your  money.” 

Before  she  could  say  another  word, 
David  was  out  of  the  door. 
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“Come  on,  David,  come  on 
and  play  ball,”  called  Billy  Green. 

But  David  could  not  stop  for  that. 
How  could  he  play  ball 
with  pennies  in  his  pocket? 

First  he  ran,  then  he  walked, 
and  soon  he  was  at  Miss  Betsy’s  store. 


Miss  Betsy’s  store  was  little, 
but  it  was  a  good  store. 

There  was  a  bell  over  the  door. 
There  was  just  about  everything 
in  the  window. 

First  David  looked  in  the  window. 
Dolls!  Trains!  Boats!  Airplanes! 
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There  were  toy  animals,  too. 

A  deer  with  big  brown  antlers, 
a  goat,  a  turtle,  a  bullfrog, 
and  a  little  brown  nightingale! 
And  best  of  all, 
a  monkey  and  a  hand  organ! 

But  David  did  not  want  toys. 

He  had  enough  of  them  at  home. 
Maybe  Miss  Betsy  had 
some  other  things  inside  the  store 
He  would  go  in  and  see. 


“  Ting-a-ling !  Ting-a-ling! 

Someone  in  your  store,  Miss  Betsy! 
Someone  in  your  store!”  rang  the  bell. 

Then  out  from  the  back  of  the  store 
came  Miss  Betsy. 

She  was  little  and  round 
and  fat  and  happy. 

On  her  head  was  a  white  cap 
with  a  gay  blue  ribbon. 
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“Now  what  do  you  want  today?” 


asked  Miss  Betsy. 

“I  want  something 
that  I  have  never  had  before,” 
said  David,  as  he  looked  around. 

“Now  what  could  that  be?” 
asked  Miss  Betsy. 

She  looked  at  this 
and  she  looked  at  that. 
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Then  all  at  once  Miss  Betsy  said, 
“I  have  it!  Boys  like  noise! 

All  for  a  penny!  Just  one  penny! 
And  what  a  noise  you  can  make!” 
She  took  something  out  of  a  big  box. 
“A  whistle !  A  whistle !  ”  cried  David. 
“And  it  is  made  out  of  wood! 

I  have  never,  never  had  a  whistle 


Before  you  could  say  one,  two,  three, 
David  gave  Miss  Betsy  a  penny 
and  took  the  whistle. 

Then  he  blew  and  blew  and  blew. 
Oh,  what  a  noise  he  made! 

“Get  out  of  here!  Get  out  of  here!” 
laughed  Miss  Betsy. 

So  out  went  David 
with  two  pennies  in  his  pocket 
and  the  whistle  in  his  hand. 
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Policeman  David 


Cars  and  trucks  were  going  by 
in  the  street  in  front  of  the  store. 
Cars,  cars,  and  more  cars! 

“Why,  it  looks  like  a  parade,” 
thought  David. 

He  wanted  to  cross  the  street. 
But  he  must  not  cross 
until  it  was  safe  for  him  to  go. 
So  he  stopped  and  looked 
this  way  and  that. 

And  then  what  did  he  see? 
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Out  there  in  the  street 
where  all  the  cars  were  moving, 
was  a  policeman. 

He  had  not  been  there 

when  David  went  into  the  store. 

But  he  was  there  now. 

The  policeman  had  a  whistle,  too. 


All  at  once  the  policeman 
blew  his  whistle  and  put  up  his  hand. 
All  the  cars  going  one  way  stopped. 
All  the  cars  ready  to  go 
the  other  way  started. 

Now  it  was  time  for  David  to  go. 

As  David  started  to  cross  the  street, 
he  looked  and  looked  at  the  policeman. 
He  could  not  look  and  walk  fast,  too. 
So  just  as  he  got  right  up 
to  the  policeman,  it  was  time 
to  whistle  again. 

“Stay  right  by  me!  Do  not  move!” 
said  the  policeman  with  a  big  smile. 
“I  will  look  out  for  you.” 


When  it  was  time  to  whistle  again, 
do  you  know  what  David  did? 

He  whistled,  too. 


“I  will  stay  here  and  help  you  out,” 
he  said  to  the  policeman.' 

So  from  that  time  on, 
when  the  policeman  whistled, 

David  whistled,  too. 

When  the  policeman  put  up  his  hand, 
David’s  hand  went  up,  too. 
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“Why!  Why!”  thought  David. 

“I  never  did  this  before. 

I  never  had  so  much  fun  before. 

I  am  a  policeman,  too. 

What  fun  it  is  to  make  the  cars 
do  just  what  we  want  them  to  do!” 

After  a  time  there  were 
just  a  few  cars  coming  by. 

Then  David  and  the  policeman 
had  time  to  talk. 
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“I  have  a  boy  like  you  at  home,” 
said  the  policeman. 

“Tomorrow  he  will  be  six  years  old.” 

“Six  years  old!”  said  David. 

“I  am  six  years  old  now. 

I  had  a  birthday  the  other  day. 
Birthdays  are  fun. 

Is  your  boy  going  to  have  a  surprise 
for  his  birthday?” 

“I  hope  so,”  said  the  policeman. 
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“I  want  to  give  your  boy 
my  new  whistle  for  his  birthday. 
That  will  be  a  big  surprise! 

Will  you  take  it  to  him?”  said  David. 

“I  will  if  you  want  me  to,” 
said  the  policeman. 

“I  know  he  will  like  it.” 

So  David  put  the  whistle 
into  the  policeman’s  big  pocket. 

“I  must  be  going  now,” 
said  the  policeman.  “My  work  is  over. 
Come  on.  Policeman  David. 

We  will  cross  the  street  together.” 

So  they  did. 


The  Green  Gate 


The  policeman  walked  on,  and  then 
David  was  all  alone. 

Not  far  away  was  Mr.  Hope’s  store. 
David  ran  to  look  in  the  window. 

It  was  like  Miss  Betsy’s  store. 
There  were  many,  many  things 
in  the  window. 

Caps  for  your  head! 

Mittens  for  your  hands! 

Coats  to  put  on  for  the  rain! 

And  overcoats  for  colder  days! 
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As  soon  as  David  looked, 
he  saw  what  he  wanted. 

A  round  white  cap! 

“Men  put  caps  like  that 
on  their  heads  when  they  paint. 

If  I  had  the  cap,  maybe  I  could  find 
some  paint,”  thought  David. 

“lyiaybe  I  can  get  the  cap 
with  my  two  pennies.” 


So  into  the  store  he  went. 


“Well  now,”  said  Mr.  Hope, 
as  he  picked  up  the  cap. 

“This  cap  is  not  good  for  much. 

It  has  been  here  a  long  time. 

No  one  wants  it.” 

“But  I  want  it,”  said  David, 
“and  I  have  two  pennies 
in  my  pocket.” 

“Give  me  one  and  take  the  cap,” 
said  Mr.  Hope. 

So  out  of  the  store  came  David 
with  one  penny  in  his  pocket 
and  the  cap  on  his  head. 
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The  cap  was  too  big  for  David. 

But  he  could  not  look  at  himself. 

He  did  not  know  how  funny  he  looked. 

''Now  for  some  paint/’  he  thought, 
as  he  started  for  home.  ^ 

"Hello,  David!  Where  in  the  world 
did  you  get  that  cap?”  someone  called. 
David  looked  behind  him.  a' 


There  was  Mr.  Hill  with  a 


Yes,  it  was!  It  was  a  can  of  paint 
that  he  had  in  his  hand! 


“Where  did  you  get  that  paint?” 
cried  David.  “What  color  is  it? 


“One  thing  at  a  time, 
one  thing  at  a  time!”  said  Mr.  Hill. 
“It  is  green  paint. 

I  got  it  at  the  store. 

I  am  going  to  paint  the  garden  gate. 
Can  you  help?  Well,  maybe  you  can. 
A  man  with  a  cap  like  that 
must  be  good  for  something.” 

“I  am!  I  am  good  for  something!” 
cried  David.  “Come  on,  Mr.  Hill! 
Walk  as  fast  as  you  can!” 


92 


So  when  David  and  Mr.  Hill  got 
to  Mr.  Hill’s  house,  they  painted 
the  gate  together. 

But  when  David  started  to  work, 
his  cap  got  in  his  way. 

He  could  not  see  what  he  was  doing. 

“This  old  cap!”  he  said, 
and  he  took  it  off 
and  put  it  on  the  ground. 
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“You  were  a  big  help,  David,” 
said  Mr.  Hill, 

when  the  gate  was  all  painted  green. 

“I  never  painted  before, 
and  I  never  had  so  much  fun!” 
said  David.  “But  my  cap  is  too  big. 
Would  you  like  my  cap  to  put  on 
when  you  paint,  Mr.  Hill?” 

“Maybe  I  would,”  said  Mr.  Hill, 
as  he  put  the  cap  on  his  head. 

“Just  right!  Thank  you,  David! 

I  will  put  this  cap  on 
every  time  I  paint. 

Now,  do  you  want  to  come  with  me? 
I  am  going  to  Mr.  Andrews’  store.” 
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When  David  looked 
in  Mr.  Andrews’  window 
he  saw  basket  after  basket 
of  apples  and  pears. 

My,  but  he  was  hungry! 
Maybe  he  could  get  a  big  apple 
with  his  one  penny. 

He  went  into  the  store. 

Then  out  he  came 

with  the  biggest  apple  of  all 

in  his  hand, 

but  not  one  penny  in  his  pocket. 
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David  was  just  going  to  eat 
his  apple,  when  he  saw — 

Yes!  He  saw  Jack  and  Old  Bill. 

Jack  came  to  David’s  house 
every  morning  with  the  milk. 
Old  Bill  was  his  horse. 


Hello,  David,”  called  Jack. 


“Where  did  you  get  that  big  apple? 
Look  out  or  Old  Bill  will  get  it  away 
from  you.  He  likes  apples.” 
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Just  like  that, 

David  thought  of  something. 

“If  I  give  Old  Bill  my  apple — 
could  I?  Could  I,  Jack? 

Could  I  drive  Old  Bill 
down  the  street?” 

“Well  now,  maybe  you  could,” 
said  Jack.  “He  is  not  a  wild  horse. 
He  will  not  run  away. 

He  is  too  old  for  that.” 
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“Gobble  this  up,  Bill, 
gobble  this  up,”  cried  David, 
as  he  gave  the  apple  to  the  horse. 

Then  hop!  David  was  right  up 
on  the  seat  of  the  milk  wagon. 
“Drive  away,”  said  Jack. 

And  David  did. 

My,  but  this  was  fun! 

Old  Bill  walked  down  the  street 
and  stopped  at  all  the  right  houses. 
He  started  and  stopped  all  by  himself. 


Jack  ran  in  with  the  milk, 
but  David  sat  in  the  wagon. 

“I  never,  never  did  this  before,” 
said  David  to  himself. 

“I  never,  never  had  so  much  fun!” 

When  the  milk  wagon  stopped 
at  David’s  house  on  Spring  Road, 
David  ran  to  find  Mother. 

“Oh!  Oh!”  he  cried.  “Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 
I  have  had  the  best  time!” 
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David  talked  and  talked  so  fast 
that  Mother  could  not  make  out 
what  had  happened. 

She  thought  he  had  whistled 
at  Old  Bill,  painted  a  policeman, 
and  fed  apples  to  a  green  gate. 

So  David  started  all  over  again. 
“What  a  good  time  you  have  had!” 
said  Mother,  when  she  heard  - 

what  had  really  happened. 

“All  that  fun  for  just  three  pennies!” 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  David, 

“for  just  three  pennies. 

I  never  had  so  much  fun  before. 
Never,  never,  never!” 
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A  Letter  for  David 


“A  letter!  A  letter!”  cried  David, 
as  he  ran  into  the  house. 

“And  this  time  it  is  for  me!” 

“Why,  so  it  is,”  said  Mother, 
as  she  looked  at  the  letter 
in  David’s  hand. 

David  started  to  open  the  letter. 
All  at  once  he  cried,  “Look! 

It  is  from  Grandfather.” 
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“Dear  David,”  said  the  letter. 
“Why  not  come  to  Garden  City 
to  see  me  some  day  very  soon? 

If  Father  and  Mother 
can  not  take  you  in  the  car, 
you  can  come  alone  on  the  train. 
The  conductor  will  take  care  of  you, 
and  I  will  be  right  at  the  train 
when  you  get  here. 

Talk  it  over  with  Father  and  Mother. 
I  do  hope  that  you  can  come.” 


At  first  David  just  looked  at  Mother. 
He  could  not  say  a  word. 

That  letter  was  too  big  a  surprise. 

Then  when  he  started  to  talk, 
the  words  just  rolled  out, 
one  on  top  of  the  other. 

“Could  I?  Could  I,  Mother? 

Could  I  go  on  the  train? 

Could  I  go  all  alone? 

Please,  Mother,  please!” 
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Mother  knew 

why  David  was  so  delighted. 

He  had  never  been  on  a  train. 

He  had  had  rides  in  Father’s  car. 
He  had  been  in  a  boat  on  the  river. 
He  liked  to  ride  in  the  milk  wagon, 
and  to  drive  Old  Bill,  the  horse. 

Oh,  yes,  David  knew  cars  and  boats 
and  wagons. 

But  he  had  never  been  on  a  train. 
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Mother  wanted  to  please  David. 

“We  will  have  to  talk  to  Father 
about  it,”  she  said  with  a  smile. 

When  Father  heard  the  letter, 
he  looked  at  David. 

“I  want  to  go  alone.  Father! 
Please,  Father,  please!”  said  David. 

“When  a  boy  wants  a  train  ride 
as  much  as  all  that,”  said  Father, 
“he  will  have  to  have  a  train  ride. 
If  Mother  will  say  yes,  David, 
you  may  go  tomorrow.' 

And  Mother  said  yes. 


The  next  morning  David  was  up 
with  the  birds. 


He  put  on  his  best  shoes. 
He  put  on  his  best  coat 
and  his  best  cap. 

He  put  on  the  best 
of  everything  he  had. 

Mother  gave  him 
a  new  white  handkerchief 
for  his  coat  pocket. 
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“Now  sit  still  until  it  is  time 
to  go  to  the  train,”  said  Mother. 

t 

She  went  away  to  put  some  cakes 
and  a  red  apple  in  a  box  for  David. 
He  could  eat  them  if  he  got  hungry. 

But  David  could  not  sit  still. 

He  had  some  things 

that  he  wanted  Grandfather  to  see. 

So  he  put  them  in  his  pockets. 


Into  one  pocket  went  a  ball 
and  a  picture  of  his  dog,  Spot. 
Into  another  went  a  bird’s  nest 
that  David  had  picked  up 
on  the  front  walk. 

Into  another  went  a  broken  bell. 
Into  still  another  went  a  top. 
Once  that  top  had  been  red, 
but  now  there  was  no  paint  on  it. 

It  was  a  good  thing  for  David 
that  Mother  did  not  look 
at  his  pockets.  x 
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“Good-by,  David,”  said  Mother, 
when  it  was  time  to  go. 

“Call  me  up  as  soon  as  you  get 
to  Grandfather’s  house. 

And  have  a  good,  good  time.” 

David  gave  Mother  a  big  hug. 
Then  Father  and  David  walked 
down  the  street  together. 

As  they  started  to  cross  the  street 
to  get  to  the  station, 

David  saw  a  policeman. 
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“I  know  you!  Do  you  know  me?” 
David  called  in  a  big  voice. 

“I  am  the  boy  who  blew  the  whistle. 
I  am  going  away  on  the  train. 

I  am  going  all  alone,  too.” 

“Good-by!”  called  the  policeman. 
“Have  a  good  time!” 

“Now,  David,”  said  Father, 
when  they  walked  into  the  station. 
“If  you  are  big  enough  to  go  alone, 
you  are  big  enough  to  get  your  ticket. 
Here  is  the  money.” 


David  went  to  the  ticket  window. 

“Please  give  me  a  ticket 
to  Garden  City,”  he  said  to  the  man, 
and  gave  him  the  money. 

The  man  smiled  and  gave  David 
a  ticket  and  five  pennies. 

“You  may  have  the  pennies  to  spend. 
Put  the  ticket  and  the  pennies 
in  your  pocket,”  said  Father. 

So  the  pennies  went  in 
with  the  bird’s  nest,  and  the  ticket 
with  the  white  handkerchief. 


All  at  once  David  heard  a  whistle. 
Who-o-o-o!  Who-o-o-o!  Who-o-o-o! 

The  sound  came  from  far  away. 

“Here  comes  the  train,”  he  cried, 
and  he  danced  up  and  down. 

Before  long  the  big  train  stopped. 
The  conductor  was  the  first  one  off. 
He  was  a  jolly-looking  man 
in  a  blue  coat  and  a  blue  cap. 
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The  conductor  started  right  away 
to  help  people  off  the  train — men, 
boys  and  girls,  and  a  little  old  lady 
who  looked  like  Miss  Betsy. 

When  they  were  all  off. 

Father  talked  to  the  conductor. 

“This  is  David,”  said  Father. 

“He  is  going  alone  to  Garden  City. 
Will  you  see  that  he  gets  off  there?” 

“Yes,  I  will,”  said  the  conductor 
with  a  big  smile.  “  Hop  on,  my  boy !  ” 
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So  David  jumped  on. 

He  chose  a  seat  near  the  window. 
He  put  the  box  of  cakes 
upon  the  seat  with  him. 

He  looked  out. 

There  was  Father  looking  in  at  him. 

“Good-by!  Good-by!”  called  Father. 
“Say  hello  to  Grandfather  for  me.” 

Then  all  at  once  David  heard 
the  ding-dong  of  the  train  bell. 

The  train  started  to  move. 


“Good-by!  Good-by!”  he  called, 
as  long  as  he  could  see  Father. 


For  a  long  time  David  looked 
out  of  the  train  window. 

He  saw  trees  and  houses 

and  stores  and  gas  stations  fly  by. 

Next  he  looked  at  all  the  people 
in  the  train.  My,  but  he  was  happy! 
A  ride  on  the  train  was  so  much  fun! 
He  was  as  big  as  any  man 


in  this  train. 

He  was  going  to  Garden  City 
all  by  himself. 


Tickets,  Please  ' 


Just  then  the  conductor  came  in. 
“Tickets,  please,”  he  called. 

Where  had  David  put  that  ticket? 
He  put  his  hand  into  one  pocket. 
There  were  the  bird’s  nest 
and  the  pennies.  But  no  ticket! 

He  put  his  hand  into  another  pocket. 
There  were  the  ball  and  the  picture. 
But  the  ticket  was  not  there. 
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David  put  his  hand 
into  the  next  pocket  and  the  next. 
There  were  the  top 
and  the  broken  bell.  But  no  ticket! 

He  had  just  one  more  pocket. 

He  put  his  hand  in. 

There  was  his  new  white  handkerchief. 
But  no  ticket! 

“Oh,  dear  me!”  thought  David. 

“I  will  have  to  get  off  the  train. 

I  can  not  ride  on  a  train 

if  I  have  no  ticket.  Oh,  dear  me !  ” 


by  David’s  seat  and  put  out  his  hand. 

“I  had  a  ticket!  It  was  in  my  pocket! 
But  I  can  not  find  it,”  said  David. 

“That  is  too  bad!  Go  on  looking! 
You  will  find  it,”  said  the  conductor. 

“I  will  come  back  again.” 

Then  he  walked  on. 

David  looked  in  every  pocket. 

No  ticket!  What  had  happened  to  it? 
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Just  then  a  boy  came  by. 

He  had  ice  cream  to  sell, 
and  he  was  going  into  all  the  cars. 
“Ice  cream!  Ice  cream!”  he  called. 
When  he  saw  David,  he  leaned 
against  the  seat  and  said,  “Hello! 
You  do  not  look  as  if  you  liked 
to  ride  on  trains.” 

yes,  I  do!”  said  David. 

“But  I  can  not  find  my  ticket.” 
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“How  far  are  you  going?” 
asked  the  ice-cream  boy. 

“To  Garden  City,”  said  David. 

The  ice-cream  boy  whistled. 

“My,  but  that  will  be  a  long  walk! 
I  hope  the  conductor  will  not 
put  you  off  the  train.” 

Then  the  ice-cream  boy  walked  on. 
David  took  all  the  things 
out  of  his  pockets  and  put  them 


upon  the  seat.  No  ticket! 


Just  then  the  conductor  came  back. 


“What!  What!  No  ticket?”  he  said. 
“It  must  be  there!  Look  again! 

I  will  be  back  before  long.” 

“Oh  dear!  A  ride  on  a  train 
is  no  fun  after  all,”  thought  David. 
“The  ice-cream  boy  said  that  it  was 
a  long,  long  walk  to  Garden  City. 
Maybe  it  will  take  all  day. 

Maybe  it  will  take  all  night. 


I  wish  I  were  home! 

I  wish  I  were  right  back  home! 


All  at  once  David  looked  up. 
There  was  a  baby  in  the  seat 
in  front  of  him. 

The  baby  looked  over  the  top 
of  the  seat  and  smiled  at  him. 

David  did  not  want  to  smile, 
but  he  did,  just  a  little. 

Just  then  the  baby’s  mother 
saw  David. 
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“Will  you  take  care  of  Pauline?” 
she  asked. 

“She  can  sit  on  the  seat  with  you. 
I  will  be  right  back.” 

The  baby’s  mother  walked  away. 
Now  what  was  David  to  do? 

He  did  not  know  how  to  take  care 
of  a  baby. 

There  was  no  baby  at  his  house. 

The  baby  smiled  at  him  again, 
and  he  smiled  back  at  the  baby. 
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All  at  once  the  baby  saw 
that  her  mother  was  not  there. 
“Ma-ma!  Ma-ma!”  she  cried. 

Oh,  how  that  baby  cried! 

What  a  noise  she  made  ! 

“Oh,  dear  me!  Please  stop! 

Please  stop  doing  that!”  said  David. 

But  the  baby  did  not  stop. 

She  cried  until  her  face  was  all  red. 
“Ma-ma!  Ma-ma!  Ma-ma!  Ma-ma!” 


''I  must  do  something,” 
thought  David. 

‘1  will  dry  her  face 
with  my  new  white  handkerchief,” 
He  started  to  open  his  handkerchief. 
Out  fell  the  ticket. 


What!  What!  Look!  Look! 
It  was  there  all  the  time! 

Look,  Baby,  look!”  said  David. 
Then  he  laughed  and  laughed. 


He  could  not  stop  laughing. 
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When  the  baby  saw  David  laughing, 
she  laughed,  too. 

Just  then,  up  came  the  conductor. 

“So  you  had  a  ticket  after  all,” 
he  said,  as  David  gave  him  the  ticket. 

Just  behind  the  conductor 
came  the  baby’s  mother 
and  the  ice-cream  boy. 

When  they  heard  where  the  ticket 
had  been,  they  laughed,  too. 


The  baby’s  mother  took  the  baby, 
and  the  conductor  walked  on. 

“You  look  as  if  you  liked 
to  ride  now,”  said  the  ice-cream  boy. 

“Yes,  I  do!  Now  it  is  fun!” 
said  David.  “Do  you  like  cakes? 

I  have  some  in  my  box.” 

So  the  two  boys  ate  the  cakes 
and  the  big  red  apple. 

David  put  all  the  other  things 
back  in  his  pockets. 


“Next  stop,  Garden  City!”  called 
the  conductor.  “Get  ready,  my  boy!” 

David  put  on  his  cap. 

He  said  good-by  to  the  baby 
and  her  mother. 

He  said  good-by  to  the  conductor 
and  the  ice-cream  boy. 

Before  long  the  train  stopped. 
“Garden  City!”  called  the  conductor. 
“All  out  for  Garden  City!” 
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Then  David  jumped  right  down 
from  the  train 
into  Grandfather’s  arms. 

He  did  not  give  Grandfather  time 
to  say  hello. 

He  started  right  in  to  talk. 

Once  more  the  words  just  rolled  out. 

By  the  time  the  train  started  again, 
Grandfather  knew  all  about  the  ticket, 
and  the  baby,  and  the  ice-cream  boy. 


Yes,  Grandfather  knew 
all  about  everything. 


Grandfather’s  Picture 


The  minute  David  got 
to  Grandfather’s  house, 
he  wanted  to  see  something. 

He  wanted  to  see  it  right  away. 

Do  you  know  what  it  was  ?  A  picture ! 

Before  David  came, 
that  picture  had  been  in  a  big  box 
with  many  other  pictures. 

But  the  minute  David  asked  for  it, 
out  of  the  box  it  came. 
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What  was  in  the  picture? 

A  fire  engine!  A  big  red  fire  engine! 

Who  was  on  the  seat, 
all  ready  to  drive 
the  big  white  horses? 

Grandfather ! 

Yes,  it  was!  It  was  Grandfather! 

Not  Grandfather  as  he  looked  today, 
but  Grandfather  as  he  had  looked 
a  long,  long  tinu 


Grandfather  and  David 
sat  down  together  and  talked 
and  talked  about  that  picture. 

“Were  you  really  a  fireman?” 
asked  David  again  and  again. 
“Could  your  horses  run  fast? 

How  fast  could  they  run? 

How  many  fires  did  you  put  out? 
Were  you  the  best  fireman  in  town? 
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“Yes,  yes!  I  was  the  best  fireman 
in  town,”  laughed  Grandfather. 

“What  were  your  horses’  names?” 
David  went  on. 

“dip  and  Jerry,”  said  Grandfather. 
“And  they  were  the  best  horses 
in  town,  too.” 

“Were  they?”  asked  David. 

“Oh,  I  wish  I  could  go  to  a  fire. 

I  wish  I  could  see  a  fire  engine.” 
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“Well  now,  maybe  you  can,” 
said  Grandfather  with  a  big  smile. 
“I  have  some  work  to  do 
for  the  church  on  South  Road. 
Right  next  door  to  the  church 
is  a  fire  station. 

You  can  go  with  me  tomorrow. 

I  will  work  and  earn  money, 
and  you  can  look  at  fire  engines. 
How  will  tfiat  be?” 

“You  are  the  best  grandfather 
in  all  the  world,”  said  David. 


David  was  not  sleepy  at- all. 
He  thought  he  would  never 
get  to  sleep.  But  he  did. 


The  next  thing  he  knew 
it  was  morning,  and  Grandfather 
was  all  ready  for  work. 

“Now  I  will  see  a  fire  engine,” 
cried  David,  as  he  jumped  into  the  car. 
“And  maybe — maybe — 
maybe  there  will  be  a  big  fire!” 
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Before  Grandfather  could  stop 
the  car  in  front  of  the  church, 

David  called  out 
at  the  top  of  his  voice, 

“I  see  it!  Look!  Look! 

I  see  the  fire  station! 

The  big  doors  are  open! 

You  can  see  inside! 

Oh,  Grandfather!  Look!  Look!” 
“Here  we  are,”  said  Grandfather. 

t 

‘‘I  know  one  of  the  men  at  this  station. 
Come  and  see  if  we  can  find  him.’’ 
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David  and  Grandfather  did  find 
the  fireman  the  very  first  thing. 

His  name  was  Carl, 
and  David  liked  him 
the  minute  he  saw  him. 

“David  has  never  been 
in  a  fire  station,”  said  Grandfather. 

“Well,  then,”  said  Fireman  Carl, 
“I  will  show  him  everything. 

He  can  stay  here  and  look 
as  long  as  he  wants  to.” 


Oh,  how  much  there  was 
for  David  to  see! 

First  there  was  a  big  fire  engine 
all  red  and  shining. 

Then  there  was  the  chiefs  car. 
That  was  red,  too,  with  a  big  bell 


But  best  of  all 

was  the  hook-and-ladder  truck. 

That  was  red,  too, 
and  very,  very  long. 

On  the  truck  were  two  long  ladders. 
Up  in  front  was  a  big  bell. 

“I  ride  on  the  hook  and  ladder,” 
said  Fireman  Carl. 

“I  must  always  be  ready 
when  the  fire  bell  sounds. 

I  must  know  just  what  to  do.” 


David  looked  and  looked  and  looked. 
He  could  not  look  enough. 

He  looked  the  fire  engine  all  over. 
He  sat  in  the  chief’s  car 
with  the  chief. 

He  rang  the  big  bell. 

He  saw  everything  there  was  to  see. 

The  more  he  looked, 
the  more  he  wanted  to  go  to  a  fire. 
But  there  was  no  fire. 
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Oh,  for  a  Fire! 


After  a  long,  long  time, 

David  went  to  find  Grandfather. 

“I  will  sit  out  here 
on  the  church  steps,”  said  David. 
“Maybe  there  will  be  a  fire.” 

“Why,  David,”  said  Grandfather. 
“You  may  sit  there  all  day 
and  never  see  a  fire.” 

“I  know,”  said  David, 

“but  I  want  to  be  ready.” 
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David  sat  and  whistled  a  tune 


to  make  the  time  go  faster. 

Two  boys  saw  David. 

They  came  and  sat  down,  too. 

“Hello!”  said  one  of  the  boys. 
“We  are  twins.  I  am  Paddy, 
and  this  is  Jack. 

We  have  a  new  ball. 

Do  you  want  to  play  ball  with  us? 


“No!”  said  David. 

“I  am  going  to  sit  here 


until  there  is  a  fire.” 


“Why,  you  may  sit  here  all  summer 
and  never  see  a  fire!”  cried  the  boys. 

“I  know,”  said  David, 

“but  I  want  to  be  ready.” 

The  two  boys  laughed  and  laughed. 
Then  they  ran  off  to  play  catch 
with  their  new  ball. 

Soon  a  girl  came  out  of  a  house 
near  the  church. 

She  saw  David  and  came  over. 

She  took  out  her  handkerchief 
and  put  it  on  the  step. 

As  she  sat  down  on  the  handkerchief, 
she  said,  “I  am  Alice  May. 

Who  are  you?  Why  do  you  sit  here  ?  ” 
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“I  am  David,  and  I  am  going 
to  sit  here  until  there  is  a  fire,” 
said  David. 

“A  fire!”  said  Alice  May. 

“Why,  you  may  sit  here  a  year 
and  never  see  a  fire.” 

“I  know,”  said  David, 

“but  I  want  to  be  ready.” 

“You  are  a  funny  boy,” 
said  Alice  May. 

Then  she  picked  up  her  handkerchief 
and  went  home  again. 

“Maybe  I  am  funny,”  thought  David. 
“But  I  am  going  to  be  ready.” 


Then,  do  you  know  what  happened? 
All  at  once  the  fire  bell  rang. 

Dong!  Dong!  Dong!  Dong! 

The  people  on  the  street  heard  it. 
“A  fire!  A  fire!”  they  cried. 

All  the  cars  got  out  of  the  way. 

All  the  people  stopped  to  look. 

In  the  fire  station 
everyone  was  moving. 
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The  chief  ran  to  his  car. 

Some  men  jumped  on  the  step 
at  the  back  of  the  fire  engine. 

Some  more  men  got  up 
on  the  hook-and-ladder  truck. 

Before  you  could  count 
one,  two,  three,  everyone  was  ready. 

Out  came  the  chief’s  car. 

Dong!  Dong!  Dong!  Dong! 

Away  went  the  car  and  the  chief! 


Next,  out  came  the  fire  engine. 
Dong!  Dong!  Dong!  Dong! 

Down  the  street  it  went! 

And  now  out  came  the  truck, 
the  big  hook-and-ladder  truck! 
Dong!  Dong!  Dong!  Dong! 

How  long  it  was, 

and  oh,  how  fast  it  went! 

David  looked  and  looked, 

but  in  a  minute  he  could  not  see  it. 
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“Hop  into  the  car,  David,” 
he  called.  “We  are  going  to  the  fire.” 


In  a  minute  they  were  off. 

They  followed  other  cars. 

Everyone  was  going  to  the  fire. 

All  at  once  David  looked  at  the  sky. 
It  was  all  red. 

In  another  minute  they  saw  the  fire. 
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Grandfather  stopped  the  car. 

“What  is  on  fire?”  he  asked  the  man 
in  the  car  in  front  of  him. 

“Some  dry  leaves  and  branches,” 
said  the  man.  “It  will  soon  be  out.” 

David  could  see  the  men  at  work. 
He  could  hear  the  fire  snap  and  snap. 
He  could  see  the  men 
as  they  put  water  on  the  fire. 

The  cold  water  hissed 
as  it  fell  on  the  fire. 
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Before  long  the  fire  was  out, 
and  the  engines  were  ready 
to  go  back  to  the  station. 

Away  went  the  chief! 

Away  went  the  fire  engine! 

Just  as  the  big  hook  and  ladder 
was  ready  to  go, 

Fireman  Carl  saw  David. 
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“Hello!”  called  Fireman  Carl. 


“You  did  see  a  fire  after  all. 

Climb  up  here  and  ride  back 
to  the  station  with  me.” 

David  looked  at  Grandfather. 

“You  may  go,”  said  Grandfather 
with  a  big  smile. 

Hop!  David  was  up  on  the  step 
at  the  back  of  the  hook  and  ladder 
with  Fireman  Carl. 


Oh,  what  a  ride  that  was! 

Down  one  street  and  up  another 
on  the  big  hook-and-ladder  truck! 
Dong!  Dong!  Dong!  Dong! 

Everyone  heard  them  coming. 
Everyone  saw  David  on  the  step. 

“There  is  just  one  boy  in  town 
doing  this,”  thought  David. 

“And  I  am  that  boy.” 


When  the  big  hook-and-ladder  truck 
came  back  to  the  station, 

Jack  and  Paddy  were  at  the  door. 

“You  are  the  wisest  boy  in  town,” 
said  Jack  to  David. 

“I  wish  I  had  sat  on  the  steps. 

Maybe  I  could  have  had  a  ride 
to  the  fire. 

Maybe  I  could  have  had  a  ride  home 
on  the  hook  and  ladder.” 

“Maybe  you  could,”  said  David. 
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David’s  Dream 

That  night  a  funny  thing  happened. 
David  went  to  another  fire. 

He  went  to  a  fire  in  his  sleep. 

The  next  morning  Grandfather 
had  to  hear  all  about  it. 

“There  was  a  big  barn  on  fire, 
and  there  was  a  big  hen  house 
right  next  to  the  barn,”  said  David. 
“I  was  the  fireman. 

When  I  got  there,  I  could  hear 
the  hens  cluck  and  the  ducks  quack. 
They  were  afraid  of  the  fire. 

Maybe  there  were  some  turkeys,  too. 
All  the  time  I  was  taking  the  old  cow 
from  the  barn,  she  said,  ‘Moo!  Moo!”’ 
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“It  did  not  take  me  long 
to  put  out  the  fire,”  David  went  on. 

“You  must  have  been 
a  good  fireman,”  smiled  Grandfather. 

“Yes,  I  was,”  said  David. 

“I  was  a  very  good  fireman. 

That  is  what  I  am  going  to  be,  too, 
when  I  grow  up.  A  fireman!” 
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Soon  after  breakfast 
Grandfather  and  David  went 
to  the  train  together. 

David  was  going  home  again 
all  by  himself  on  the  train. 

When  the  train  stopped, 
there  was  the  same  jolly  conductor. 

“Here,”  said  David,  the  minute 
he  saw  him.  “Please  take  this! 
Take  my  ticket  right  away!” 

He  gave  the  conductor  his  ticket. 


Then  David  jumped  on  the  train. 
He  chose  a  seat  near  the  window. 

He  looked  out, 
and  there  was  Grandfather 
looking  in  at  him. 

“Good-by!”  said  Grandfather. 
“Say  hello  to  everyone  for  me. 

And  come  again  very,  very  soon.” 
“I  will!  I  will!”  called  David. 
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Before  long  the  train  started, 
and  the  ice-cream  boy  came  by. 

He  stopped  to  lean  on  David’s  seat. 
David  started  at  once 

to  talk  about  the  hook  and  ladder. 

/ 

“You  know,”  he  said, 

“a  ride  in  a  car  is  all  right. 

A  ride  on  a  train  is  as  much  fun 
as  a  picnic. 

But  a  ride  on  a  hook  and  ladder 
is  the  best  of  all. 

What  do  you  say?” 

And  the  ice-cream  boy  said  yes. 
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PUPPY 


It  was  the  morning  after 
David  had  come  home 
from  Grandfather’s  house. 


By  this  time  Father  and  Mother 
knew  all  about  the  hook  and  ladder. 
They  knew  about  the  fire  engine 
and  the  chief’s  car. 

They  knew  about  David,  the  fireman, 
and  the  big  fire  he  had  put  out 
all  by  himself  when  he  was  asleep. 
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But  Bill  did  not  know 
what  had  happened  to  David. 

And  Bill  was  David’s  pal. 

“I  am  going  to  Bill’s  house,” 
said  David,  when  breakfast  was  over. 
“All  right,”  said  Mother. 

Bill  was  at  his  grandmother’s  house, 
and  David  went  there  to  find  him. 

The  boys  played  and  talked 
for  a  long  time. 

Then  David  went  home. 

On  the  way  something  happened. 


David  was  right  in  front 
of  the  old  house  on  Spring  Road 
when  he  saw  something. 

No  one  had  lived  in  that  house 
for  a  long,  long  time. 

The  paint  was  all  off. 

Many  of  the  windows  were  broken. 

But  there  was  someone 
in  that  old  house  today. 

A  long  ladder  went  right  up 
to  one  of  the  front  windows. 

David  looked  up. 

There  was  a  man  on  the  ladder. 
He  was  doing  something 
to  one  of  the  windows. 


?  David  stopped  to  look. 

I 

Then  he  walked  up  the  front  walk 
I  to  see  a  little  more. 

Just  at  that  minute 


the  man  looked  down. 

“Hello,  boy,”  he  called. 

*  “Is  that  your  dog?” 

“Dog!”  said  David.  “What  dog?” 
He  looked  to  see  where  the  dog  was. 
There  on  the  front  steps 


was  a  poor  little  puppy. 


k  My,  but  he  looked  hungry! 


The  puppy  did  not  move. 

He  just  looked  at  David 
as  if  he  were  afraid  of  him. 

“Poor  puppy!”  said  David. 

“You  are  not  afraid  of  me,  are  you 
The  puppy  wagged  his  tail 
and  got  up  from  the  step. 

Then  David  called  to  the  man, 
“This  is  not  my  dog! 

I  have  a  dog  at  home.” 


“Take  him  with  you,”  said  the  man. 


“There  is  no  one  here  to  care  for  him.” 

“Oh  dear,  no!”  said  David. 

“I  have  one  dog. 

I  can  not  take  home  another. 

Mother  would  not  like  that  at  all.” 

“Well,  take  him  and  give  him 
to  someone,”  said  the  man. 

“Who  wants  him?”  asked  David. 
“All  the  boys  I  know  have  dogs.” 


“Poor  puppy!”  said  David, 
as  he  leaned  over 
to  pet  the  puppy’s  head. 

“If  I  did  not  have  a  dog  at  home, 
I  would  take  you  with  me. 

But  Mother  said  I  must  not 
bring  home  any  more  pets. 

It  is  too  bad,  but  you  will  have 
to  stay  here. 

Please  do  not  look  at  me  like  that. 
Good-by,  little  puppy,  good-by!” 


Go  Away,  Puppy,  Go  Away! 

Then  David  started  for  home. 

He  walked  by  a  house  or  two. 

Then  he  heard  something. 

“Dear  me!.”  he  thought  to  himself. 
“I  hope  that  puppy 
did  not  follow  me.” 

He  looked  behind  him. 

There  was  the  puppy. 
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The  minute  David  looked  at  him, 
the  puppy’s  tail  wagged  and  wagged. 
“I  like  you!  I  like  you!  I  like  you!” 
wagged  that  tail. 

“Go  back!  Go  back,  I  say! 

You  can  not  come  home  with  me!” 
said  David  again  and  again. 

The  puppy  went  back  a  little  way 
and  sat  down. 

But  when  David  started  on  again, 
the  puppy  started,  too. 


«4r 


“I  must  get  away  from  him 
in  some  way,”  thought  David. 
So  he  started  to  run. 


David  could  run  fast,  but  the  puppy 
could  run  fast,  too. 

David  ran  until  he  could  run  no  more. 
Then  he  stopped. 

The  puppy  stopped,  too. 

“  Dear  me !  What  am  I  going  to  do  ?  ” 
thought  David. 

“What  am  I  going  to  do?” 

Then  all  at  once  he  knew  what  to  do. 
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In  front  of  every  house 
were  one  or  two  baskets. 

This  was  the  day  that  the  truck 
had  come  to  carry  away  old  things 
that  people  did  not  want. 

David  picked  up  the  puppy 
and  put  him  into  the  biggest  basket 
he  could  find. 

Then  he  ran,  ran,  ran, 
as  fast  as  he  could  go. 


But  the  basket  did  not  help  at  all. 
The  puppy  thought 
that  David  was  playing  with  him. 

He  jumped  round  and  round 
in  the  basket 

until  all  at  once,  over  it  went. 

“I  like  you!  I  like  you!  I  like  you!” 
wagged  the  puppy’s  tail. 

Then  down  the  street  after  David 
he  went,  faster,  faster,  faster! 


By  this  time  David  thought 
he  was  safe. 

So  he  started  to  walk. 

All  at  once  he  looked  down. 
There  was  that  puppy. 

“Oh  dear!  There  you  are  again!’ 
cried  David.  “Now  what  can  I  do? 
Just  then  a  boy  came  by. 

“Is  that  your  puppy?”  he  asked. 
“No!”  said  David. 


“Do  you  want  him?” 

“Yes,  I  do,”  said  the  boy. 


“Will  he  come  with  me?” 


Maybe  he  will  follow  you. 

Then  I  will  run  the  other  way.” 

The  boy  leaned  over 
to  pet  the  puppy. 

“Good  dog!”  he  said. 

Then  he  whistled  and  walked  away. 
“Come,  puppy,  come!”  he  called. 

“Come  home  with  me!” 
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At  first  the  puppy  followed  the  boy. 
He  really  did. 

But  all  at  once  he  saw  David 
going  down  the  street  the  other  way 
as  fast  as  he  could  go. 

Then  the  puppy  knew  just  what  to  do. 
“I  like  you!  I  like  you!  I  like  you!” 
wagged  that  puppy’s  tail. 

And  he  went  the  other  way,  too. 
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This  time  David  ran 
until  he  was  safe  at  home. 

That  is,  he  thought  he  was  safe. 

His  dog,  Spot,  ran  up  to  him. 
“Hello,  Spot!”  called  David. 
“Bow-wow!”  said  Spot. 

“  Bow- wow- wow !  ” 

“What  do  you  see?”  asked  David. 
He  looked  behind  him.  That  puppy! 

“You  again !  Oh,  dear  me !  ”  he  cried. 
“Will  you  never,  never  go  away?” 


How  the  puppy’s  tail  did  wag! 

It  wagged  at  David.  It  wagged  at  Spot. 
Spot  looked  and  looked  at  the  puppy. 
Then  his  tail  wagged,  too. 

“You  like  this  puppy,  Spot, 
and  I  like  him,  too,”  said  David. 

“But  he  can  not  stay  here  with  us. 
Mother  said  I  could  have  just  one  pet. 
And  you  are  my  pet.  Spot. 

Come  on,  we  will  go  into  the  house. 
Then  maybe  he  will  go  away.” 


But  the  puppy  did  not  go  away. 

He  sat  down  on  the  front  steps. 

Every  now  and  then  David  went 
to  the  front  window  and  looked  out. 
The  poor  puppy  still  sat  there. 

Then  he  looked  once  more, 
and  the  little  puppy  was  not  there. 

“I  hope  he  finds  a  good  home,” 
thought  David.  “  He  is  a  good  dog.” 


Just  then  Mother  called, 

“I  am  going  to  the  store,  David. 
Stay  in  the  house  until  I  get  back.” 


“All  right.  Mother,”  said  David, 
and  he  went  to  play  with  his  train. 

Mother  went  out  of  the  back  door. 
As  she  went  down  the  steps, 
the  back  door  blew  open  just  a  little. 
But  Mother  could  not  stop  for  that. 
She  would  be  back  in  a  few  minutes. 
David  was  in  the  house. 

Everything  would  be  all  right. 
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Mother  was  at  the  store. 

David  played  with  his  train. 

No  one  saw  a  little  puppy 
run  up  the  back  steps 
and  in  at  the  open  door. 

No  one  saw  a  hungry  puppy 
hop  up  on  a  chair 
and  then  on  to  the  table. 

No  one  saw  a  very  hungry  puppy 
when  he  started  to  eat  the  cake 


But  when  Mother  came  home  again, 
someone  saw  that  puppy. 

“What  in  the  world  is  going  on  here! 
Just  look  at  my  cake!”  she  cried. 
“Where  did  this  dog  come  from?” 

“ Dog !”  cried  David.  “What  dog?” 
He  ran  to  see  what  had  happened. 

One  look  at  David, 
and  the  puppy  ran  up  to  him. 

He  ran  behind  David  to  hide 
from  Mother.  She  looked  very  cross. 
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“Do  you  know  this  dog?” 
asked  Mother. 

“Yes,  I  do,”  said  David. 

“He  followed  me  home  this  morning. 
But  I  did  not  open  the  door  for  him. 
I  do  not  know  how  he  got  in. 

Really,  Mother,  really!” 

“You  are  right  about  that,  David,” 
said  Mother. 

“The  door  blew  open  as  I  went  out. 
That  must  be  how  the  puppy  got  in.” 


Once  more  Mother  looked  at  the  cake. 
“Oh,  what  a  looking  cake!”  she  said. 
Then  she  looked  at  the  puppy. 
“What  a  hungry-looking  puppy 
you  are!”  she  said  with  a  big  smile. 
“Get  him  some  milk,  David.” 

Milk,  milk,  and  more  milk! 

It  looked  as  if  that  puppy 

would  never  get  enough.  But  he  did. 


in  his  arms,  and  Mother  and  David 
sat  down  to  talk. 

“Now,  David,”  said  Mother, 

“you  like  this  puppy.  I  like  him,  too. 
But  you  can  not  have  two  dogs. 

Get  Bill  to  -help  you,  and  see 
if  you  can  find  a  home  for  this  puppy. 
There  must  be  someone  in  this  town 
who  wants  a  dog. 

But  do  not  go  too  far  away.” 

“All  right.  Mother,”  said  David. 
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A  Home  for  a  Puppy 


The  minute  Bill  saw  that  puppy, 
he  wanted  him. 

“He  can  stay  here  with  me,”  he  said. 
“Oh,  no!”  said  Bill’s  mother. 

“You  have  a  dog  and  a  pony,  too. 

Two  pets  are  enough  for  any  boy.” 

So  the  puppy  could  not  stay  there. 
The  boys  thought  they  would  talk 
to  Miss  Betsy. 

Maybe  she  wanted  a  dog. 

When  they  got  to  Miss  Betsy’s  store. 
Miss  Betsy’s  kitten  was  at  the  door. 
“Mew!  Mew!”  cried  the  kitten. 


“Mew!  Mew!  Mew!” 


“Miss  Betsy  will  not  want  a  dog,” 
said  Bill. 

“Not  with  a  kitten  in  the  house!” 

Next  they  stopped 
at  a  pretty  white  house. 

“This  looks  like  a  good  home 
for  a  puppy,”  said  David. 

When  the  hoys  walked  up  to  the 
door,  a  bird  in  the  open  window  called, 
“Tweet!  Tweet!”  and  started  to  sing. 

“This  lady  will  not  want  a  dog,” 
said  David. 

“Not  with  a  bird  in  the  house!” 

So  they  walked  on. 
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Next  they  stopped  to  see  Martha. 
Martha  was  taking  a  nap. 

But  Martha’s  mother  said, 

“Dogs  are  all  alike. 

That  puppy  will  run  over 
my  flower  beds  the  very  first  thing. 
No,  I  do  not  want  him.” 

Then  they  stopped  to  see  Billy. 
Billy’s  father  would  not  have 
a  dog  in  the  house.  No,  he  would  not. 
The  two  boys  went  here 

I 

and  they  went  there. 

No  one  wanted  a  dog. 
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“We  may  as  well  give  up,”  said  Bill. 


“But  what  can  we  do  with  the  dog?” 
asked  David. 

Just  then  someone  called, 

“Stop!  Please,  please,  stop!” 

A  boy  ran  up  to  them. 

“I  want  to  say  hello 
to  your  puppy,”  he  said. 

“I  had  a  wee  little  puppy  like  this. 
One  day  a  car  ran  over  him. 

Good  puppy!  Good  old  dog! 

What  is  your  name?” 


I  , 


“He  has  no  name,”  said  David. 
“He  is  not  my  dog. 

We  want  to  find  a  home  for  him.” 

“A  home  for  him!”  cried  the  boy. 
“Give  him  to  me!  Give  him  to  me!” 

“Will  your  mother  care?”  said  Bill. 
“What  will  your  father  say?” 

“They  will  not  care,”  said  the  boy. 
“They  are  going  to  get  me 
another  dog. 

But  I  do  not  want  any  old  dog. 

I  want  a  puppy  just  like  this.” 


Then  the  boy  leaned  over 
and  picked  up  the  puppy  in  his  arms. 
The  puppy’s  tail  wagged  and  wagged. 

“He  likes  me!  See,  he  likes  me!” 
cried  the  boy  with  a  big,  big  smile. 
“Good  old  puppy!  Good  old  dog!” 

The  boy  started  down  the  street 
with  the  puppy  in  his  arms. 

“Good-by,  puppy,  good-by!” 
called  David  and  Bill. 

The  puppy  looked  back 
and  wagged  his  tail. 

But  this  time  he  did  not  follow  David. 
No,  the  puppy  was  safe  and  happy 
in  the  boy’s  arms. 
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Word  List 

This  book  is  a  Parallel  First  Reader  intended  for  use  after  the  reading 
of  the  Basic  First  Reader,  Round  About.  Its  purpose  is  fourfold: 

1.  To  use  again  in  new  and  interesting  stories  the  basic  vocabulary  of 
the  Pre-Primers,  Primer,  and  First  Reader  of  The  Alice  and  Jerry 
Books. 

2.  To  contribute  to  thorough  mastery  of  the  Alice  and  Jerry  basic 
vocabulary  by  affording  pupils  wide  opportunity  to  apply  this 
basic  vocabulary  in  the  reading  of  new  content. 

3.  To  keep  the  introduction  of  new  words  to  a  minimum  —  in  this 
book  7%  of  the  accumulated  Alice  and  Jerry  vocabulary  up  to  this 
point. 

4.  To  develop  confidence,  power,  and  pleasure  in  reading  by  supplying 
content  well  within  the  range  of  a  pupil’s  reading  ability. 

As  is  evident  from  the  following  list,  only  32  new  words  have  been 
introduced  in  the  entire  book.  Four  pages  introduce  two  new  words  each, 
and  twenty-four  pages  one  new  word  each.  In  the  remainder  of  the  book, 
159  pages,  no  new  words  are  introduced. 
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